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And flatt'ry I detest)
This life has joys for you and 1;
And joys that riches ne'er could buy ;

And joys the very best
There's a' the pleasures o' the heart ^

The lover an' the frien*;
Ye hae your Meg, your dearest part,
And I my darling Jean!
It warms me? it charms me.
To mention but her name:
It heats me? it beets me.
And sets m'e a5 on flame!

IX.

O, all ye pow'rs who rule above !
O Thou, whose very self art loPe /
Thou know'st my words sincere !

The life-blood streaming thro' my heart.
Or my more dear immortal part3

Is not more fondly dear t
When heart-corroding care and grief

Deprive my soul of rest,
Her dear idea brings relief
And solace to my breast.
Thou Being, All-seeing,

O hear my fervent pray'r;
Still take her and make her
Thy most peculiar care !